
*The Play tf 

T. Sii' your Qucene n;ull: oner board, the fea workes hie,. 
The Wind is lo wei, and will not lie till the Ship 
Be cicard of the dead. 

Tar, That’s yourfuperflition. 

1 . Pardon vs, fir*, with vs at Sea it hath bin ftill oblerucct* 
And we arc ftrong in cafternc, therefore briefly yceld^er. 

Ter. As you thinkemcctjfor fliemuft ouer board ftraight;. 
Moft wretched Qucenc. 

Z.ychor. Heerclhelyes flr. 

Peri. A terrible Child-bed haft thou had(my deare. 

No Iight,no fire,tliVnfriendly elements. 

Forgot thee vttcrly, nor hauci time 

To giuc thee hallowd to thy graue, but ftraight^ 

Muft caft thee fcarcly Coffind, in oare. 

Where for a monument vpon thy bones. 

The ayre i*emayninglampes,thc belching Whale 
And humming Water muft orcwelmc thy corpes, 

Lying with Ample Aids : 6 Lyeboriday 
Bid T^efler brin^ me Spices, Incke, and T aper, 

My Casket, and my Jewels •, and bid T^tcaader 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin : lay the Babe- 
Vpon the Pillow hie thee whiles Ifay 
A pricftly tarcvvcll to her : fodaincly , woman, 

2. Sir, we haue a Chift beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

peri, Ithanke thee : Mariner fay, what Coaft is this? 

2 . Wcczvencctc TharJi<, 

Tert, Thither gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courfc for Tyre : When canft thou reach it? 

2* By breake of day, if the Wind ceafe, 

Teru O m alee for. T ha^fJuSy 
There will I vifit C/eorjfbr the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tynu\ there He leauc it 
Atcarefull nurfing : goe thy way es goodMariner, 

He bring die body prcfcntly* 

Sntif 


Pericles Prince of Tjre. 

Entet Lord Cerymon ^ith ajerimnt 4 . 

Cery* PhyUwofjyhoc, 

Enter Phylemon, 

Phyl. Doth my Lord call? 

Cery, Get Fire and meat for tliefe poore men,. 

T^as been a turbulent and ftormie nights 

Serfi^ I haue been in many5 but fuch a night as this, 

Till now, I neare endured. 

(^ery. Y our Maiftcr will be dead cre you returne, 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to Nature, 

That can rccoiier him : giuc this to the Pothccary, 

And tell me ho w it workes .. 

Enter tm (fentlemen,. 

-t.^ent. Good morrow. 

2, Gem, Good morrow to your Lordfliip, 

Cery. Gentlemen, why doe you Jftirre fo early? 
j.^em, Sir,our lodgings ftandingblcake vpon the fea^, 
Shooke as the earth did quake : 

The very principals did feeme to rend and all to topple : 
Pure furprize and fearc,made me to quite the houfe. 

2.Qent, That is the caufe wc trouble youfo early, 

T’is not our husbandry. 

Ccry. O you fay w'clL 

But I much maruaile thaty'our Lordfhip, 
Hauing rich tire about y ou,fhould at thefe early ho wers, 
Shake off the golden flumber ofrepofe; tis moft ftrange. 
Nature ihould befo conuerfant w ith Paine, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

Cery, 1 hold it euer Vertuc and Cunning, 

Were endowments greater, then Noblenefle & Riches y 
Carclefle Hey res, may the tw'o latter darkcaand expend^ 
But Immortalitie attendcs the former. 

Making a man a god : 

T^is knowne,l euer haue ftudicdPhvficke ; 

Through which fccrctArt^by turning ore Authorities, 

H 3, .lhaue 
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